LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

Cayenne pepper as snuff; no sooner said than done;
and the rest of that invaluable holiday was passed, as
you may fancy, with his nose under the kitchen spout*
"No. i Baxter's Place, my grandfather's house, must
have been a paradise for boys.   It was of great size,
with an infinity of cellars below, and of garrets, apple-
lofts, etc., above; and it had a long garden, which ran
down to the foot of the Calton Hill, with an orchard
that yearly filled the apple-loft, and a building at the
foot frequently besieged and defended by the boys,
where a poor golden eagle, trophy of some of my
grandfather's Hebridean voyages, pined and screamed
itself to death.    Its front was Leith Walk with its
traffic; at one side a very deserted lane, with the office
door, a carpenter's shop, and the like; and behind, the
big, open slopes of the Calton Hill.   Within, there was
the seemingly rather awful rule of the old gentleman,
tempered, I fancy, by the mild and devout mother with
her 'Keep me's.'   There was a coming and going of
odd, out-of-the-way characters, skippers, lightkeepers,
masons, and foremen of all sorts, whom my grand-
father, in his patriarchal fashion, liked to have about
the house, and who were a never-failing delight to the
boys.   Tutors shed a gloom for an hour or so in the
evening. . . and these  and that  accursed  school-
going were the black parts of their life.    But there were,
every Saturday, extraordinary doings in Baxter's Place.
Willie Swan, my father's first cousin, and chief friend
from boyhood, since Professor of Natural Philosophy
at St. Andrews, would be there; and along with him
a tribe of other cousins.   All these boys together had
great times, as you may fancy.   There were cellars full
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 Saturday.
